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A WORD from my friend Hoik 
T redways— that lifted eeer in 
the ways of crime and the 
criminal— to the effect that he 
had obtained for me n good apoclmcn 
of seventeenth century work, sent me, 
with eagerrm, to lil* room* in Half 
Moon an eel one howling December 
night. 

wai very kind and generoua of 
1'redwaya, who knew my fondness for 
• in tciue inlaid furniture. Hia ucqul- 
■il iota wae a small table of tulip wood 
with a lovaly veneer of dark-hued 
tortoiseshell. With rapture and a 
thousand thanks I was examining this 
prize when the bell trilled and a lady’s 
nn mo was brouiht up to us. 

"Mias Hilda Bassett,” read Tred- 
“»;«■ 'Show Miss Bassett up.” 

it was an expressive face which 1 
fn.inti my eyes dwelllni on a minute 
Inter, and Just then its expression was 
heavy trouble patiently and very 
!•"!* endured. It was too thin for 
unAUty, and the nervous lips lucked 
‘ til restraint but it was a sweet face 
" » Kid about twenty-four years of 
' h«. and It made me forget my buhl 

hie. 

IVvhaps I should not have called," 

■ '.I our visitor with anxious heslta- 
■i.m. "I hope you will not be an- 
ted. you are Mr. Hogg Tredways, 

•: you not? 1 have venteured to 
” ,0 * Bk for your advice— perhapa 

" help; for X dare to hope that you 
r ii help me when you hear my story." 
W any rate, I shall listen attentive- 
• l>e assured. Miss Bassett," said 
lied ways, planting a chair. ’This la 
' "1 f'lend — the Rev. Howard Francle. 
■••plain of Chains prison." 

• bowed. Tiie lady opened her water' 
'"•'Of- She wai very slender, fragile 
• ' nost, and very graceful. She re- 
1 irned my bow and continued, flght- 
her nervousness plucklly. 

"I have been told about you, Mr. 
■Iiedwiyi. How that you sometimes 
’•lie up the case of a man discharged 
t orn prison, when you believe that 
was unjustly convicted, and how 
;,,u unravel the mystery that sent 
t Ini there and re-tstahllsh him In the 
« orld." 

"Indeed!" smiled my friend In his 
k'ndly way. "Well, that has hap- 
pened occasionally- with the aaslst- 
ar.es of the chaplain here, who lias 
i ccommended one or two instances of 
• l-.c sort you mention. And you bring 
•■•? All, you have heard only of 
•»y poor successes. My failures are 
many. Tears of prison life bury so 
much vital data; in them perhaps the 
apparently small clew that was the 
key to the riddle. Now, tell ml your 
story." 

"It Is oils not of myself," answered 
Mies Bassett, with a amlle. "1 am 
appealing to you on behalf of another, 
of a man, a young mom, who has juat 
been discharged from prlsou after a 
l wo-ytaf sentence. His -name Js -Ar- 
thur Wrfcy'sch. I do not jtnow If. you 

have hear " she broke off, a flush, 

a terrible hot, burning flush of ahame 
crimsoning her face and throat. "I 
will be frank with you," she forced 
herself to add. "I was engaged to be 

married to him. 1 am now. only 

only hs hides hlmsslf from me, from 
all who would show some Interest 
still in him. And riss he never will 
unlees I— you — can give him aid. For 
e was wrongly convicted, as 1 can 
provo to you." 

"Det us hope eo.” said Tredways, 
gravely. "For your Bake, Mlse Bas- 
sett, let us hope ae much. Begin at 
the start.” 

She went on in a low voice: "Two 
years ago some Jew-els were stolen 
from a bouse in Hampstead. They 
were recovered with the exception of 
a single diamond. The theft was 
traced to Arthur Wrayaon; indeed, 
he admitted taking the stones. But 
tho actual circumstances of the story 
he told only to me. Tou will And 
them very strange — startling, even. 

"On the night of the supposed 
crime Arthur was crossing one of the 
Heath roads at r very late hour. He 
was very unhappy. To enable you to 
understand the temptation which was 
put in hia path I must tell you that 
I hod that evening declined to marry 
him until he had exerted himself to 
make some poettton. That he was in- 
clined to Idleness, that he had form- 
ed serious debts. 1 am compelled non 
to tell you. He had left me In some- 
thing like despair, with wild talk of 
taking hip life. 

"lie wjs paa* In* a large house *•-' 
tachcel from any •liter* when he 
heard a man’s startled iry. followed 
fcy the eo tin! of a falling body and a 
woman's ex* Inlitat lop ,..f terror. He 
Opened a ga'e and « nuinlng up a 


gravel path when he heard the same 
voice of « woman call out. In a hush- 
ed tone, ‘My God! I have killed him!' 
The window from which these sounds 
issued was open. Arthur pushed it 
further up sud sprang In. acting on 
impulse. 

“It was a bedroom. A tall woman 
who was Cully dressed in outdoor cos- 
tume, with a motor veil over her face, 
was standing in the middle of the 
room, looking down horrified at the 
body of the man In evening dress 
huddled against one of the walls. In 
her hand, was a brass candle holder 
which she had taken from the mantel 
shelf and with which she had ap- 
parently struck down the man. She 
shrank bark as Arthur entered, pant- 
ing with fear, her nerves all gone. 
He snatched the candlestick from her 
and stooped over t lie body. The man 
had been struck behind t lie ear; he 
was quite senseless, and he breathed 
like one whose skull is fractured. 
Arthur examined him quickly. Among 
many — loo many things, he has been 
a medical student. He saw that the 
man was not seriously Injured, and 
that he would soon recover hie 
senses. 

“As he rose’the woman seized him 
by the arm and asked for his opin- 
ion. He wae not inclined to imme- 
r’’xtely console her and suggested 
that help should be fetched. In a wild 
passion of entreaty she implored him 
not to be hasty. He gathered from her 
scarcely coherent sentence that she 
had been In the act of going away 
with the man that night, of ruining 
heraelf for t lie sake of that uncon- 
scious victim who had blackmailed 
her. who held her in ilia power. And 
at the last moment site had struck 
him down In her hate. She kept re- 
peating in a tone of anguish — ‘Will 
he die? Will he die?' Ae she gave way 
to her agony of fear and remorae a 
small jewel box slipped from her 
dress and its contents were scattered. 
Arthur picked them up. taking Ills 
time, trying to decide what was his 
duty. To give himself necessary leis- 
ure he appeared to examine the Jew- 
els. and it was that which gave the 
woman her wicked idea. «n Idea cre- 
ated by sheer terror. 

"1 cannot tell you how she broached 
It. Arthur did not give me details. 
8hc took advantage of Ills condition, 
of the obvious want, to offer him all 
the jewels if he would leave the man- 
sion by the way he had entered and 
ao create an obvious theory that a 
thief had forced his way in, had at- 
tacked with the brass candle-holder 
one who had interrupted him, had got 
away with the stones. Such was the 
temptation she frantically proposed In 
order to save herself, pressing the 
Jewels upon Arthur in a frensy of 
selfish remorse. 

• "He ftgllled with Uiat abominable 
offer. Tou will blame .him. • Who will 
•not blame him? .But bitterly has. he 
suffered for it, you must allow. 

"Hs triad to get answers to one or 
two uestlons. The woman was a 
guest In the house. It was Ailed with 
guests. She represented that her vic- 
tim might recover. And, indeed, if 
Arthur had not been perfectly as- 
sured of that he could not for an in- 
stant have thought of yielding to 
such madness. She insisted on the 
value of the Jewels, which would 
mean a fortune to him. She urged 
that he would have plenty of time to 
make good his escape. He hesitated, 
turning the etor.es over and over in 
hia Angers. A fortune was suddenly 
thrust upon him. With his great 
want came his opportunity. Reflec- 
tion showed Him that it was a golden 
opportunity, a sure chance. It wae 
proffered because the woman dread- 
ed having struck her enemy a mortal 
blow. But since Arthur knew It was 
not t Hat — and a second examination 
convinced him of the fact — he per- 
ceived that he must be absolutely safe 
from pursuit. The man would re- 
cover; that would be an end to the 
matter, obviously. He would recov- 
er. would 6tagger off to bed and wake 
to silence on the point in the morn- 
ing. There would be no hue and cry; 
r.o following of his— Arthur'a muddy 
footprints by servants or police. The 
whole thing would be kept quiet by 
the two responsible for it." 

Miss Bassett paused, very pale, her 
voice descending to a piteous whisper. 
She removed her mackintosh, _ op- 
prested by the heat of our room. 1 
folded it neatly and dropped It oyer 
the buhl table at' her did*. Tredwwj’a 
drummed with bf* Anger Ups upon 
i he arn> of hi* rv'atr. 

"And Wrayaon accepted th*. utfri. of 
coins*?" said he ’X aAir.lt ike temp- 


tation waa atrong. He fled with the 
Jewels, as the woman suggested, in a 
purchased attempt to draw any pos- 
sible after-puisult upon himself. ITe- 
sumably he must have run right Into 
tad luck at the very outaet." 

"Yes. he did. His furtive exit from 
the house waa noticed by a policeman. 
He was accosted, ran away, was 
hunted for a couple of hours. God 
Knows what the poor boy suffered 
during that time. As for the jewels; 
lie flung them away in the darknesa. 
He was captured. The footmarks In 
the house were his. The Jewels were 
found. He might or might not have 
saved himself by relating tiie whole 
affair. Probably he would not have 
been believed. Almost certainly he 
would not. In any case he aocepted 
tiie risk, and when It defeated him he 
could not go hack upon hia temptress. 
She also kept quiet. She was bound 
to do that for the sake of her reputa- 
tion, to prevent the scandal which 
must have ensued." 

At tills point Tredways, who had 
been leaning forward with a most In- 
tent interest sharpening his features, 
suddenly drew himself back with a 
chuckle of unrestrained enjoyment. 

"And the man who was knocked 
silly?" he questioned. 

"Nothing more was heard of him. 
As Arthur believed, he recovered his 
sense and held his tongue." 

"Tell me. dear young lady, w hat it is 
you want me to do." 

“My poor friend is guiltless," was 
the wistful response. "He took what 
was given to him. Tiie woman proee- 
euted because she could not help It. 1 
thought that some way of helping Him 
might suggest Itself to you." 

"Why, certainly." said Tredways, 
getting up with a laugh. "We have 
only to find your terror-stricken veiled 
woman and your dying man. Two 
wonderfully amart jewel crooks, Miss 
Bassett. Two stars In their nether 
Armament, sts • of a rare magnitude:" 

The girl's lips parted, but amaze- 
ment deprived her of utterance. I 
am bound to admit that I shared her 
bewilderment. 

"I recall the case now," went on 
Tredways, beaming with satisfaction. 
"It was fixed in my memory because 
one of the stones was missing. That 
aeemed natural enough since Wrayson 
flung the lot away. But the Jewel 
which was lost was worth all the 
others over and over and over again, 
and a lump on lop of that. Was it not 
a beautiful unset rose diamond called 
'The I.ady of Sharon?' " 

"Yea. 1 believe ao." answered Miss 
Bassett, perplexedly. 

"Oh, It was. Now 1 am absolutely 
convinced that the seene In the house 
was a bogus affair skillfully arranged 
by two jewel sharks who were actual 
guests staying in the house. See the 
Ideal simplicity oC the BCh*ro#;<hey' 
sdnt off, via tbeli; dupe, the bulk of 
far less valuable gems which they 
stole from the house knowing that 
suspicion and pursuit must inevltably 
all run after the midnight Intruder. 
They let go that relatively poor Junk 
in order to keep safe possession or 
The Lady of Sharon. 1 I’erhaps the 
dupe, Arthur Wrayson, would not 
have been caught, In which case so 
much the belter for them. But if he 
was hunted by the police they reckon- 
ed upon him — a mere tyro — chucking 
away the spoil, as tyros do, in which 
case the rose would be regarded a* 
lost. The scheme ran to Its cIobs on 
oiled wheels.” 

"And the two rogues were really 
guests in the house?" 1 asked. 

"Certainly, as 1 said. They moved In 
a decent set. as clever rogues do. The 
jewels were the property of the host- 
ess. The latter probably appeared In 
the court at the prosecution. Why did 
not Wrayson see, then, that that lady 
was not the one who had tempted 
him? Because his fair temptress had 
been heavily veiled, as we have heard. 
She took care of that. 

"But— but thts Is terrible:" gasped 
Miss Bassett. "If Arthur was dupiul-- 
and 1 must believe you, then his situa- 
tion Is worse than before. It Is now 
hopeless:" 

"Patience, my dear young lady.” 
soothed Tredways. do not think 
so. Let us Wing our two birds and 
get the entire story out of 'em. Let u" 
do this first. 1 say. But we will do 
more than that; we will make them, 
disgorge 1h$ rose We yv ill And the. 
beautiful T.ady of Sharon." 

. "After two year*?" } questioned. In- 
credulously. _ . , 

"Why not?" 

"Because nothing. The Sharon I* 
••••acjirably just Ion. Now such a 
situation raid}. :f mi. saltpfles ir.e 


until my return. I want to place the 
mi l ongest possible emphasis on those 
Instructions." 

"Have you seen Mrs. Harboard?” 
"No. 8he let her house soon after 
i lie robbery and Is living In Italy, I 
Njyt *»w the present tenants, and they are 
very nice people. They are ascertain- 
ing the lady's address and are going 
in give II to me tonight." 



"■KUISK THIS PlftTOI. 


RARHKI. WAS 

TKMPI.K.*’ 


PRKSflKD INTO MV l,BPr 


police. It is nut good enough, it is 
raw — crude. Our pair of schemers 
'will exercise t|ie very greatest cau- 
tion, tho very greatest pattoix.ee. In- 
deed. we know- that the diamond has 
been misslnr since Its theft. They 
have not split It up; 1 never knew a 
diet-class jewel croolt to do that; It 
would be like splitting his heart. I 
presume that your unlucky fiancee 
gave you the address of this house at 
Hampstead. Miss Bassett? I can do 
nothing until I have called.” 

The girl wrote It down. 

"lour only description of tho 
woman was that she wore an Im- 
penetrable veil," added Tredways. 
"What about the man?" 

Miss Baseelt pressed her forehead 
with a wearied gesture. "He men- 
tioned, 1 think, that tlis man was of 
a abort and stumpy figure with — I 
believe Arthur said — a fair mustache. 
But will you come and see Arthur 
and learn perhaps more details?" 

"1 think not. Miss Bassett," an- 
swered Tredways, coldly. "I will not 
disguise from you my feeling tha'. 
Wrayson's part in this drama has 
not been that of a man. I am takinr 
up the case not for his sake, but lor 
your sake. 1 beg you to understand 
that clearly. I shall call on this lady 
at Hampstead wtiose address you 
have given me— Mrs. Haibord, Is it 
not? That is all I can say at pres 
enl." 

Aa the hour was very advanced 1 
offered to escort Mian Baseelt to her 
home. 

"Glad to *ce you lomo'-'o.v evening, 
Francle." auld Tredways. "In the 
meantime 1 am going to bed." 

• * e e * , , 


l cannot remember Calling qn my 
riMIUgulAied ft-Wlid with ‘ a 'keener 
zest ehan’l 'did h»*» da?.- 1 'found hLm 
«l reseed as for the dlnher party. 

"Glad to ae* you, Francle," he wel- 
comed. ’ ! am Jut! off to dine" at the 
house in Hampstead.'' 

"Hid I am to- accompany you?" 

?C*i iaii.i> ng(. Vou must stay hero 


"And you are dining with tllem? 1 
must say you have become mighty . _ 
friendly at short notice!” . „ , 

Tredways laughed. "You 'forget. 
Francle, that I am not without a 
trifling reputation. They had heard of 
me. We exchanged s confidence or 
two. They are keenly Interested In 
Mies Bassett's story. I think only 
good can come of this visit. In the 
meantime. I want to phone two 
places." 

Tho Instrument was In the room. He 
rang up the Hotel Mansard, In Dover 
street, and asked for the manager, to 
whom he Introduced lilmsclf. 

"I want to know If you have had a 
burglary or attempt at burglary dur- 
ing the past two years?" was his sur- 
prising question. "Yes— you said said 
yes? Ah! Was anything taken? Ho? 
The thieves got away? Many thanks. 
Good-by.” 

Then he rang up the second time— 
Lady Dressler's house, In Lancaster 
Gate. 

"Is that l^ady Dressier speaking? 
She is out? Who Is it? Her secretary? 

I am Hogg Tredways. I merely want 
tp know If your houee was broken 
into at all daring tha last two ytars. 
Yes, you have got tha question right. 

It was? And nothing missed? The ras- 
cals were disturbed, eh? Thanks. So, 
that Is all. Good-bo.” 

He hung up the receiver and put on 
his hat. 

Aren't you going to tell me what 
that meant?'' I demanded. 

"It means an Infernal lot. And you 
shall know, mjt dear Francle, a couple 
of hours from how. If I am alljc” j 

“Alive?" I echoed, "for hia voice fcal'. . 
dropped to a most serJous koy. . • 


He shrugged h IB ahquldeML , 

(Wall you l Wtfct you to & w 
my absence, Frantic; or. ra^hef, ^nat- 
i Want you hot to. do. 8oma ono.Baay. 
call here to see me tonight- I dda’t 
know who he may 'be, but you oro **t 
>o admit him. I cannot tell what 0*oa- 
eags bo may biHigi what ha will say* 
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■o\ do not, on any account, let any 
one have the chance of entering my 
ronma. I think that In 6X911011.” 

"Most." 

"Good. I true! you. Stay here— 
here! Just rail for my return. There 
are my cigars; there is the whisky 
.and soda. Yours— aU yours." 

He picked up his stick and gloves 
and went out. 




The Second of a Series of Complete 
Stories by L. J. Beeston. 
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I Imd a sensation of being "left” In 
more ways than one. and 1 cannot say 
I quite relished It. 

i stirred the lire and rolled up a big 
chair. lie had pleasant rooms, had 
Tredwoys, saturated day and night by 
llie deep cal m of Half Moon street, 
which absorbed Ihe sound of the Pic- 
cadilly Ceaseless How. hushed It to a 
somnolent homogenous murmur. 

For a while I considered those two 
queer telephone calls. Why had Tred- 
ways waited for my company before 
speaking over the wlreaT Then the 
Hotel Mansard. In Dover street, was 
very close a( hand. He could have In- 
quired there personally during the 
dsy which had gone. 

' However, since he had promised- to 
: make rough placep smooth. on hlst>e» 
mr n my task of waiting was easy and 
Pleasant. I picked up an open book- 
*>n his table, Mrs. GaskelTs "Cran- 
ford.” Iff old women's tea-time gossip 
Tredways apparently found mental 
unbending. As T turned to the first 
Page the bell outside Ihe door trilled 
demandlngly. 

As I opened Ihe hull door a buffet 
of rain-laden wind romped In and up 
the stairs. A mail was standing on 
the slep. his coat collar up to hla 
ears, lie said. In cultured tones: "Mr. 
Hogg Tredways?” 

‘'Is not at 'home," I blandly In- 
formed him. 

"But T have an appointment'." he 
Insisted. 

I suggested that he should pay a 
more successful visit In ths morning. 

He snapped open hla gold hunter. 
“It Is aggravating and really Incom- 
prehensible. As the matter is rn.st 
urgent, will you permit me to write 
a line In his room?" 

“No. I could not permit that at all. 
*t all,” 1 said so urbanely, repeated 
It with increasing firmness. He .went, 
very obvloueiy annoyed, and I re- 
treated, chuckling. 

Half an hour passed, when there 
arrived a second Interruption, which 
came in the foras of a telegram. It 
was from Tredways himself, sod ran 
ss follows; 

“Man named Bennett will call. I 
forgot appointment. Instructions to 
you modified accordingly. Ask . him 
to leave a lino for my return. Blue 
envelope in second drawer, of my 
«teh. Give It. to ; ' ’trejwWf: 

1 r««d still reread _t|la missive' " 1 


- ' - •■•ws ioiwu ssi Hi Mfyjpivp. .* 

looked Inside ihe "‘draw’ef ipe'ntlonyd 
end saw the blue, sealed envelope, 
I wished heartily that Tredways' 
-memory had served him better, and 
whHe I debated the be!) snes mere 
. summoned mo below. 

Thoro «gg ihe visitor again, his 


waterproof dripping with ruin. 

"Look here," suld lie anxiously, 
•'my business with Mr. Tredways la 
of sn Important, a vital nature. 1 
must ace him on the Instant of his 
return. It la a matter of life and 
death. Hither I muat walk up and 
down this confounded street in the 
wet, or you will at least allow me to 
ecribble a line." 

' May 1 ask your name?" I Inquired. 

"My name la Bennett, sir," said he, 
aharply. 

I considered. 

"1 will Inform Mr. Tredways the mo- 
ment h« arrives," 1 made response. 

"Oh, tut, tut," said he, Impatiently. 
"I have a document to receive from 
him a legal document In a blue en- 
velops. .Possibly he has left It — ad- 
dressed to me." 

"I will see," I replied, wishing to gain 
time. 

He made a forward movement with 
the Innocent Intent of getting into the 
hall and away from the water spout 
that was descending upon Ills hat. But, 
taking courage In both hands, I closed 
tho door In a most, ungracious fashion. 

I re-entered the sitting room, but In- 
sacad of taking the blue envelope I 
resumed my seat by the fire and tried 
to concentrate upon the old women's 
tea-time chat. It seemed pretty hor- 
rible leaving that visitor down there, 
under the water spout, but 1 had my 
instructions, if anything went wrong 
i Tregtyays must blamy himself. 

Fifteen minutes later the phone bell 
■In the room showed the condition of 
my nerves by making me Jump. I was 
enormously relieved to hear my 
friend's voice float over the wire. 

“That you. Francle? .Yes, I'm Tred- 
ways. I find I cannot return tonight. 
Am making a hurried railway Journey 
up north. Thanks awfully for waiting 
up, but there Is no further need. Yes. 
go home, hy all means. What do you 
say? Did I send that wire re Bennett? 
Certainly I did. It Is quite O. K.. old 
man. The affair slipped my memory. 
He has called. You sent him away? 
Brother! It cannot be helped. Am 
afraid he will not come agaiu. Never 
mind. Ain In the deuce of a hurry. 
Wlial’s that? You remember my strict 
Instructions not to admit any one or 
to go away? Of course, you do. But 
they are canceled now. Will see you 
tomorrow about midday. Good-by, 
Francis. Best of thanks." 

I hung up the receiver. Ten — twen- 
ty minutes passed. The man Bennett 
did not come back. He was offended, 
and who could deny his reason for 
being so? I fetched my hat and coat. 
The rain was slashing the panes. The 
wind howled with a forbidding sound. 

My nervea were Jarred and 1 could 
not pucjfy them. Waa 1 aatlsfled? 
Yes. nine-tenths. But nine-tenths la 
not a whole. Tredways’ orders, de- 
livered with all the emphaala lie 
could command, would not be dis- 
missed. Uneasiness increased. I de- 
cided not to leave, and that made me 
feel better Yor a time. 1 Then a vague, 

, a gnawing anxiety made the start at 
t - every shout of ths Wind, A the fall 
of every cinder' from the exhausted 
fire. Somehow I could not bring into 
line my friend's canceling of his 
more than earnest Instructions. Was 
something wrong? Yes, by heaven, 1 
felt it In ray bones. 

Fifteen seconds later I was In com- 
munication with ths criminal Investi- 
gation department at New Scotland 
Yard. Tredways was hand In glove 
with the leading lights there, and I 
got one of them. In a few carefully 
chosen sentences I spoks of hla visit 
to the houss at Hampstead. I said 
that I feared something was amiss. 
More meager Information I could not 
have Imparted, but It was enough. 
Inspector Reddish's suave voles say- 
ing: "We will look Into the matter 
instantly, Mr. Francle," seemed to 
push a weight off my heart. 

1 hung up the receiver. I waited. 
I knew Mdddlsh — good, old Reddish! 
In my mind’s eys 1 ssw him choose 
one of his slsuths; in a mental vision 
I ssw his tsxl streaking Hampstead 
way. 

Fifteen minutes past midnight I 
heard a footatep In ths silent street. 
It sounded like Tredways'. It stopped 
before the house. My heart thumped 
excitedly. There was a click of a 
key, a footfall on the stairs. I flung 
back ths door and Treadways came 
In.' 

"Well?" I demanded. 

“Well, what?” said he going to th.e 
fireplace to warm his hands. 

“Nothing, except that you , 'phoned 
. ! yjU wouldn't be home tonight," I .r*-. 
' j>Hed wit'h ' compelled carelessness. 

’ '.‘Perhaps I should hg.va left hers In- 
stegd— instead; , - / * 

•'•Left?” he ephofd, Incredulously. 

1 '"^fter my positive, my emphatic In- 
structions? 1 cannot believe ihtt, 
Francle. 1 will not compliment you 
on carrying out wishes so expressly 


declared; but 1 stand in your debt for 
your message to Reddish. That was 
one of your inspired moments, Fran- 
cle. but for which I should have test- 
ed the truth of your teachings. As it 
is. 1 am still on ths right side of life. 

I do not deserve it. possibly, for 1 
asked for trouble. My first visit lo 
the house at Hampstead showed me. 
In the persons of the present tenants, 
the very Jewel sharks I was fishing 
for.” 

Tredways aat down wearledly. 

"They took the place over, furnished, 
when Mrs. Harbord went to Italy." 
he continued. "It seems daring, but 
was really a good stroke If the police 
meant to look widely about for the 
I.ady of Sharon. The woman Is un- 
known to me. but I spotted the man. 
He Is an Austrian who plotted to rob 
the Green Vaults at Dresden. I went 
out there Just to see him, for ihe 
scheme scintillated with genius. He 
was a tall man, with a daik mus- 
tache." 

“How is that?" I questioned. "Mine 
Bassett distinctly said he was short — 
stumpy, with a long, fair mustache?" 

"Oh, she said so," answered Tred- 
ways. easily. "But Miss Bassett lied." 

"What!" I almost shouted. 

"Uled. Were you so readily gulled 
by that charming female, Francle? 
Did you not really see that she came 
to me with a most palpable inven- 
tion ?'• 

For a few moments speech failed me. 

I was never so astonished. "Do you 
mean lo say that she hasn't a fiance 
who Is Just out of prison?" It sam- 
mered. 

"Certainly she has. And Arthur 
Wrayaon his name. But he was not 
duped by Ihe other two. He was one 
of them. Ho was Hilda Bassett. 1 have 
not the least doubt. Only he was 
luckless enough to get himself 
pinched." 

"Good heavens!" I gasped. 

"Bless you. Francle," continued 
Tredways In a very tired voice. "I 
suspected her from the start. The 
story she pitched us wouldn't hold 
water. That kind of thing rarely 
happens. Why, If It had really oc- 
curred In a house filled with visitors 
It must have been attended wllh a 
certain amount of noise, to say the 
least. A drama like that couldn't 
have gone on downstairs without 
waking somebody. It was probably 
true merely in that Wrayson was 
sent off by his two confederates stay- 
ing ss guests In the house, with the 
less valued part of Mrs. Harbord's 
Jewels. That Idea of splitting up the 
booty waa very cute. It directed the 
liue and cry after Wrayson. In tho 
meantime the others very Ingeniously 
concealed the Sharon." 

"But although you knew that Hilda 
Bassett was In the scheme, yet you 
allowed her to see that you suspected 
the others — her conferedates?" 

"True. I did not want her to think 
tne altogether a fool. Besides. I was 
playing with her. It had Ita amusing 
side." . , , , ...... « 'I • - 

•"Good heavens!" 1 coul4 only repeal. 

. • *Tt alao helped me to beat Iter." went 
on my friend, with a chuckle. "It Is 
more than likely, too. that she meant 
me to auapect Wrayson had been 
duped. 8he knew that that would send 
me to the house at Hampatead. For 
she badly wanted me to go there. That 
was part of the game she was playing 
with the tenant* there.” 

"But why did they want you there?" 

"A leading queatlon, Francle. Why? 
In the flrat place, I rather think that 
they must have some grudge against 
me. Possibly I have been a thorn In 
one of their aides before now, and 
they needed revenge. I went because I 
wanted to be aure of my blrda; and 
then I found fhe situation brimming 
with faaclnatlon. In the second place. 

■ hey wanted me out of my rooms here 
for a short time. They wanted to 
spend some uninterrupted minutes 
here — or one of their agents did. So 
they sent a man named Bennett. If 
you had admitted him you might have 
fared very badly at hla hands. He 
called, found you In the way and tele- . 
phoned to my charming host and 
hostess at the Hamstsad house. They 
remonstrated with me. They remon- 
strated by placing the business end 
of a pistol against my head. I was 
compelled by that gentle persuasion to 
send you the telegram, adding that 
detail of the blue envelope to allay 
your suspicions.' Still yoii held out. I 
had to make the message natural, lo 
urge you to go. because the pistol bar- 
rel was pressing Into ray left temple. 
Would you be deceived? That was the 
question. ' Admirable Francle! Tou , 
,• played a' bold stroke. Inspector .Red- 
dish did the rest. Our birds are ra^ed. 
•There remalh' Arthur' Wrsye'o’n anil 
•Miss Hilda Bassett. Even now I sus- 
pect they are off.'* 

"But wh*t did thdy want in your 
rooina?" I questioned as Tredways 
became so sllrht' that ) feared lie wa« 

» sleep. 


"Ah!" said be. nulng bolt upright. 
"That Is the gist, the ciux of the 
whole matter. While I was listening 
to Hilda's story I felt that there was 
yet something at the back of her visit 
which needed explanation. I watched 
her more closely than I have ever 
watched anybody. I d 0 believe, and I 
saw her throw repeated glances at 
that beautiful example of Andre'a 
buhl work, which 1 purchased for 
you a few days back. That merely 
seemed io show, however, that despite 
the roio sits was filling she could yet 
spare some Interest In fine Inlaid 
work. Presently, as you inuy remem- 
ber, she removed her mackintosh and 
llglil.’y dropped it across the antique 
table at her side, she kept her left 
hand underneath the garment, and I 
observed that It lepealedly strained at 
something there. It was not due to 
nervotia Huliaiion, because it directly 
affected ber concentration upon her 
tple. 

"I began t n feel that 1 had to find 
some connection between the story 
and my recent purchase. That ap- 
peared absurd. As 1 had bought the 
article at an auction suit she might 
well know 1 had secured it; but why- 
why should ithe come with a primary 
reason of seeing It, 0 f furtively han- 
dling It? It as not until she and you 
had left me that a suspicion of the 
facts flitted Into my mind. 

' "That suspicion elicited a speedy 
Inquiry into the table's history. Prior 
to (he sale It had belonged to Lady 
Dressier of latncaster Gate. Before 
then, to the Hotel Mansard In Dover 
street. Before then, to Mrs. Harbord 
of Hampstead! The latter lady parted 
with a few of her effects before going 
to Italy, and the buhl table was 
among them. That sent the truth in 
a flame lo my perception. You peng- 


tix'.e the mystery? On fhe night 
when our trio of Jewel creeks mails 
their haul, and probably allot Wray- 
son's departure, the famous Sharon 
diamond was hidden by ths two olhs/e 
—In that (able!" 

I looked at It, open-mouthed. 

"You will ask why they pci milted 
two years to pass without getting It," 
continued Tredways. rising. ."They 
were In no hurry. Still, witb*i u,* 
table was in others' posses' ion they 
felt rather nervous. That is proved 
by the facte of the two attempts to 
get at It. 

"That they did not outbid mo at 
the auction sale can only be ex- 
plained by an assumption that they 
were short of ready cash at tho time. 

"There remains but one more point 

the Sharon. I have not attempted 
to get at it before, for 1 wanted to 
see the affair right thiough first, and 
1 wanted you to be wllh me. Judg- 
ing front the movement of nut charm- 
ing lady visitors hand, 1 believe 1 
know where It Is— and u most well 
chosen depository, too." 

With fascinated eyes I watched 
Tredways take a small chisel from a 
tool chest in a cupboard. The buhl 
table bad a single drawer undernenlh 
Ita costly Inlaid' top. The handle to 
this drawer was secured by a small 
brass plate fastened by three screwa 
Tredways had the screws out In leas 
than a minute. He tugged away the 
brass plate. 

Behind It a small orlflce had been 
roughly scooped. Something there 
darted tiny rays of exquisite luster. 
Tredways extracted It with cars. It 
was a diamond, a rose-cut diamond 
of transparent purity. 

"Vuitef" chuckled Tredways. 

(Copyright. I KM).) 


Around the City. 


I T was that slushy day when the 
rain sniveled down and the wind 
sneezed at you round corners — 
as If Ma Nature had the flu. 

A nice woman hoarded a packed 
and Jammed car. and through the 
kindness of a man -who didn't in the 
least look (ha! sort of man — got a 
side seat along with four others. 

You could tell she was a nice wom- 
an because Iter clothes were so Irlgly 
adapted to the weather, and by the 
thoughtful way In which she held 
her wet umbrella at arm's length so 
that It would drip on ths corrugated 
Jloor instead of the passenger along- 
side. 

After a bit Mi* man next got up 
and his place was taken by a woman 
of the type who will consider herself 
as belonging to the "younger set" 
"bill she marries or dies of old age. 
,Onee settled, she crossed her limb*— 

. legs— so (list cite muddy French Mel ' 
Iky egainst the nice woman'* coat. 
The re. waa no possible *r*y of iriov- ' 
tng out of touch— you know what a 
aide seat I*, with five people, one 
of them fat. crowded Into a apace 
meant for four— so the nice women 
waited as If to see whether the new- 
comer would retire her heel. She 
did not, whereupon: 

The nice women In e genteel and 
most absent-minded way shifted her 
wet umbrella so as to msk* it leak 
on the silk stocking above the muddy 
heel. And while she was doing It 
hsr gase fixed itself on the opposite 
window. 

The other woman looked the dag- 
gers that lend themselves so accom- 
modatingly for comparisons, and 
then huffed herself around to rub 
her heel* against a passenger on the 
other side. And that was all there 
w»a to that — except for this minia- 
ture moral: 

H Isn't advisable to take a nice 
woman too much for granted. Not 

always. 

* * * * 

JF you eay "arab" to your grand- 
mother, she will tell you about tho 
one she used to wear. If you have no 

grandmother convenient, why-er 

An old soul went to market the 
other morning In • wrap called an 
Arab, way back in the last century 
when everybody's grandmother was a 
girl. It was in green and blue blocks 
with an all-green hood and tassels. 
And fringe. 

It wasn't s garment to be. caught 
dli Ihe street in these days, .unless 
turned loos* by' atavistic, fashion, .but 
It' was easy to see that J|i* ancient 
' wolnaii gave herveif ,n,o #irp and that., 
all abe asked of any garment, w as tp 
be warm and palil for. There, were 
humorous stances cast her way. qf 
course, but she was such a cheerful, 
sturdy old rout that on* felt catted 
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upon to notice her outwardly, uaffl 
two girls came by. 

Ae they passed they giggled I* he* 
face. When they had passed they gig- 
gled behind her back. 

"Just escaped her cage." 

This suggestion was the airy brain- 
work of the young person who had 
laid aside her own coat for a cheap 
fur that sprawled half over an open- 
faced neck. 

"Ain't she (he limit! l'clalr, Marne. 
If I hatlder mother like that '■ 

They were pretty young things, end 
likely didn't mean the Bret word of 
what they were saying. They were 
simply at the age when girls must 
giggle or die. So they giggled, 
still 

When you consider fashion from the 
standpoint of health end cumate 
sense, an "arab" of the vintage «f 
everybody's grandmother waa a deal 
more sene — to eay nothing of safety— 
then short frocks, long silk legs fla- 
ring from wobbly French heel*. a*d 
foolish little - 1 6ut ion't let's Jio.thqyy 

Ths old woratti didn't.' ' , 

- * •*'* * * ' " 
time It snowed' two women 

trudged through the Smltbsenlan 
grounds under an umbrella that the 
flakes had whitened into a mushroom. 
They might have been at the nerth 
pole, counting by the vast stretches of 
glased, unbroken whit*, and by the 
silence which they had all to them- 
selves. until a squirrel flashed to the 
path before them and held up beseech - 
fu] paws. Having nothing t* give, 
the woman who held the umbrella re- 
lieved her regret by blaming nature 
for not properly attending 'o ber 
affairs. 

"The idea of creating t helpless 
m“e to perish In weather like this. 
If I was Providence I at least would, 
give a squirrel Intelligence *uou*h 

But the squirrel, receiving no an- 
swer to his praters, started on long 
leaptug Jumps across the endless act »s 
of crusty white, and while he was do- 
ing It the woman kept up her fault- 
finding— which, you may have ob- 
served. In about llie easiest thing ws 
do, seeing that It requires no ability 
other than to— but don't let's bother 
with sermons— 

"Talk about the windem of nature, 
look at that ppor bewildered little 
thing, will you? Why. whit's he do- 
ing?" 

For the squirrel, having reached tit* 
middle of what- you might vail in* 
polar regions, dived under Ik* snow 
and.- presently cams lo -.ties hinfaC* " 
with a nut between its teeth. 

He hath located his cache with a ' 
ttwifl suddenness which ne huiiisn eii 
rarth rmiM have equaled. 

Which looked like a vlitd'-aflon for 
rsture. 
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